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hood" gave me pleasure, and that I congratulated myself on his sorrow and bitterness*
He came to see me when he found himself presentable, and, for the first few days, I abstained from all reprisal and any allusion. The innumerable labours of his State soon threw him, in spite of himself, into those manifold distractions which, in their nature, despise or absorb the sensibilities of the soul. He resumed, little by little, his accustomed serenity, and, at the end of the month, appeared to have got over it.
"What," he asked me, "are those buildings with which you are busy in Paris, opposite the Ladies of Belle-Chasse ? I hear of a convent; is it your intention to retire ? "
IC It is a  ' refuge  of foresight/"  I   answered
him.   " Who can count upon the morrow ?    And
after  what   has   befallen   Mademoiselle   de   Font-
anges,   we   must   consider   ourselves   as   persons
already numbered, who wait only for the call."
He sighed, and soon spoke of something else.
I reminded myself that, to speak correctly, I
had in Paris no habitation worthy of my children
and of my quality.   That little h6tel in the Rue